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** Proinpt to improve and to invite, 
‘© We blend instruction with delight.” 
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" POPUZAR TALES. 


os T oO virtue if these T ales persuac dey 
* Our pleasing toil is we It re paid. 


FOR THE RURAL REPOSITORY. 
Charies anv Fmitly. 
(Concluded.) 

When Charles left the house, he went he 
knew not whither, until he found himseif near 
the water’s edge ; he stood there for some 
time, absorbed in the bitterest reflections, when 
the conversation of two men who were passing 
arrested his attention. 

* The poor have lost a friend,” said one, 
whose cress and appearance bespohe him to 
be a suilor. 

*“ When did she die ?” asked the other. 

* About a half hour since,’ he replied, 
“twas just now, I left my poor Poll lament- 
ing her death ; and no wonder, for at the time 
1 was shipwrecked, she and the children would 
all have gone to Davy’s Locker, had it not been 
for her—God bless her—but she has gone 
aloft no doubt.’ 

* Who is dead ?”? dermanded Charles, who 
had been listening with trembling agitation, 
und wished, yet dreaded to hear the answer. 

** Miss Bloomfield,” the man replicd, * and 
she has not left her like behind her.” 

The hardened profligate was subdued, he 
burst into an agony of weeping—the men vicw- 
ed him with astonishment and walked on. © I 
am amurderer,” he exclaimed, striking his 
forehead with violence, “and, like Cain, my 
punishment is greater than I can bear.’ \ 
dreadful purpose crossed his brain—* 1 will 
putan end to my hated existence,” thought be, 
as he advanced nearer to the river, * L will no 
longer live to curse mankind.” He would 
have plunged into the waves, had not an over- 
ruling Providence prevented him ; something 
whispered, * live and repemt.”? ‘The last words 
of Emily rung in his ears, and he hesitated, 
at that moment seeing a vessel just ready to 
sailhe went on board, 


and they were soon under way ; he kuew not 


engaged his passage, | 


\whither they were bound, he asked not, for 
ihe cared not; any where was preferable to 
‘the scenes left behind. 

' We will now return to Emily, who was not 
dead, as reported ; her disorder had taken a 
| favourable turn, and she was soon recovering, 
jthough very slowly. In the meantime every 
‘inguiiy was made for the absent Charles; 
as no one had seen him go on board the 
ship, none could form any conjecture where 
he was; and his anxious friends feared the 
‘worst. The sailor described the person who 
had appeared so agitated at the river, this 
reached the ears of Emily, and filled her with 
the most dreadful apprehensions ; she reflect- 
ed upon herself, for harrowing up his feelings, 
at their lust interview ; and, although she had 
done it with the best intentions, she much 
feared that that, together with the report of 
her death, had caused him to rush uncalled 
into the immediate presence of an offended 
Deity. hese fears threatened to retard the 
progress of ber recovery ; but she looked for 
fortitude to that source where none ever look 
invain. Sherecovered, but was much altered; 
the most innocent amusements of life afforded 
no charm; ber only happiness consisted in 
performing the active duties of benevolence ; 
in this, she found pleasure superior to any the 


‘world could bestow, and nothing save this, 


could hardly extort a smile from her. She 
would endeavour to appear cheerful at all 
times, because she felt it to be a duty she 
owed to her friends—those friends who were 
lamenting the visible alteration in the once 
lively and cheerful Emily 3 but ofen inthe 
midst of ber cndeavours to amuse, and appear 
amused, memory would suddenly revert to 
former happy days—would present Charles to 
her view as he once was, and she would retire 
blinded with tears to herch: wan her, to beg pardon 
for her weakness, aind seek renewed strensth. 
Several vears elapsed, and stillfound Emily 
the same—other suitors had solicited ker hand 
and her friends had seconded their entreaties, 
hoping that new datics would blot out the 
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‘Edgar, ‘and itis my-candid opinion,’’ added 


her eyes, gazed at him for a moment and faint- 
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T@membrance of former sorrows; but they 
knew not her heart, she would have sacrificed 
much to have gratified them ; but in this re- 
spect she could not—she could not pledge her 
faith to one, while her heart was entirely devo- 
tedtoanother ; and although Charles had prov- 
ed worthless, and she thought him dead, yet 
she could not love again, she knew not why, 
but she felt she must not. About this time 
an uncle of hers, that she bad not seen ina 
number of years, arrived from South Carolina, 
where he resided. After paying them a short 
visit, he solicited Emily to accompany him 
home, and spend the season at his residence ; 
her friends wished her to go, and she, to whom 
ell places were alike, consented. Afier a 
pleasant voyage she reached her uncle’s, his 
family consisted of his wife, a son and a daugh- 
ter, and she was welcomed by them all with 
the greatest tenderness. 

The Saturday after her arrival her cousin 
told her they were going to have anew minis- 
ter on the morrow—" fame speaks loudly of 
him,” she continued, “ but they say he is very 
melancholy, and although a young man, that he 
puys no more attention to us ladies, than com- 
mon politeness requires.” 

“ If he is melancholy he must be a _ near re- 
Jation to you Emily,” said her volatile Cousin 


he, laughing, * that Cupid has been meddling 
with you both.” There the conversation ended, 
and the next day the family attended church. 
Emily did not notice the preacher unti! he 
commenced the morning service, and then his 
voice like electricity caused a sudden trembling 
to run through her agitated frame; she raised 


ed; she was immediately carried home and 
soon recovered. 

When the clergyman was returning from 
church, he inquired of a fiiend, who the young 
fady was that fainted. 





* She is a stranger,” was the reply, ‘she 
has come here for the benefit of her health—| 
her name if | mistake not is Bloomfield” 

‘ Bloomfield,” reiterated the clergyman, 





while the manly tear trickled down his check. 
* T thank thee for such unmerited goodness.” 

When turning to the company, who sat in 
mute astonishment. “1 feel that some ex- 
planation is due to you all,” said he-"* you know 
what | am now—you shall also know what I 
have been, and how deeply I have injured this 
lovely girl.”” He then gave them a brief ac- 
count of the time from his first acquaintance 
with Emily, until he heard of her death, and 
took passage on board the ship. ILlere, he 
said he bad full leisure for seflection—here he 
reviewed the course he had lately pursued, 
and the review filled him with bitterness. 
The supposed death of Emily had been made 
the means of opening his heart to conviction, 
and he now saw himse!f in his true light; he 
reflected with horror upon his attempt to put 
an end to his own existence ; he wondered that 
God had not sent some thunderbolt of divine 
wrath and destroyed him long before. The 
sin of ingratitude weighed heavily upon his 
heart—he felt that he was too great a sinner 
to be forgiven, that he had no worthiness of 
his own, and that in and of himself he could do 
nothing; but he saw all-sufficiency in the 
blood of Jesus. Then it was, that divine light 
broke in upon his benighted soul—then it was 
he dared to believe that the repenting prodi- 
gal was indeed received. The d:y-star of 
peace gladdenced his existence, and he could 
say with the poet— 

*¢ He saved me from my lost estate, 
His loving kindvess—O, how great!” 

Often when walking on the deck of the vessel], 
and reflecting upon the goodness of God, would 
his mind revert to Emily—* Blessed martyr,” 
he would exclaim, * thy death was necessary 
to open my eyes to the mad career | was pur- 
suing—although God forgives me, I can never 
forgive myself—but if thy blessed spirit can 
only know that thy lost Charles is restored, I 
am satistied, 

Thus passed the time until they reached 
Charleston; he immediately engaged him- 
self as clerk to a merchant, and in a short 
time had the satisfaction to find that he was be- 


turning pale and heaving a deep sigh, “ I was} loved by his employers, and respected by all 
intimately acquainted with a young lady by|that knew him. He was soon distinguished 
that name ; but she is in heaven, long since.”’| among the members of the church to which 

“Tam well acquainted with the uncle of} he had attached himself, for his talents and 
this lady,” his friend continued, “ and should! usefulness; he was solicited to enter the min- 
like to call as we pass and inquire conce:ning istry, and feeling the importance of being set 
her health—will you accompany me ?” |up as a beacon to warn thoughtless youth, he 

He consented, they soon reached the house, consented. Possessing a liberal education and 
and were ushered by the servant into thesitting now having an experimental knowledge of 
room, where the family were assembled ; but) religion, it was judged ali that was necessary ; 
cre there was time for an introduction, Wal- and he was soon after ordained. He had often 
degrave, for it was no other than he, caught! wished to revisit the place of his nativity, but 
the eye of Emily, he flew towards her—Charles| had never been able to summon sufficient for- 
Emily was all they could utter for some time.|titude; for there also was the birth place of 

* It is no illusion it is a blest reality ;” ex-| Emily, and her supposed death had left a void 
claimed Waldegrave, as soon as he again in his heart, that nothing earthly could fill—and 
found utterance.—“ My God I thank thee,” although he had left behind him some anxious 
he continued raising his eyes to Heayen,| friends, and an affluent fortane, he had never 
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written. He was nowsettled ina neighboring) And that hand,” said the lady, “ red with 
city, and had changed pulpits for the day with the blood of the gallant Dudicy, and that heart 
theirregular Clergyman ; but had little thought, which has prompted you to offer violence to 
of the pleasing surprise that awaited him— the dau,hter of your deceased patron and pro- 
* But God's ways, are not as our ways, or His tector, do I reject with scorn and indignation.” 
thoughts as our thoughts,” he added, “and 1)  Amiot’s lip moved convulsively, and his 
can only wonder and adore.”’ | dark eye shot fire as he listened to Annette’s 
The company thanked bim for his recital,! answer to his addresses. 
and expressed the greatest pleasure at their) “ Girl,” said he, in a hollow, suppressed 
happy meeting. Edgar gave Emily a very tone of voice, and approaching his lips so close 
sinificant look, as he left the room—their to ber ear that his words were inaudible to all 
friends retired, leaving them to the commun- present but herself, “trifle not with me! I 
ion of hearts that had been purified by affliction. love you with a passionate—a desperate—ay, 


* And now Emily,” said the happy Walde-| 
grave, if you dare again trust your unworthy 
Charles, * T trust it will be the study of my 
life to make you happy.” She could only 
answer by placing her hand in his. As he, 
clasped her with fervour to his bosom he re-) 
collected the time he would have last embra- | 
ced her, and loved her the better for the recol- 
lection. He pressed her to name an early) 
period for their union, and, with a heart over-' 
flowing with gratitude, took his leave. 

Preparations were now busily making for’ 
their nuptials—her friends were over joyed— 
they saw the bright glow of happiness animate | 
the features of Emily, ond they could scarce be- 
lieve her the same dejected looking girl they’ 
had seen a short time previous. As for Edgar, 
he was perfectly delighted—he should here 
thought, he said, if Monsieur and Madame mel-! 
ancholy were going to be united. there would, 
be nothing to be seen but dark clouds ancl) 
showers ; butinstead of that it was all sunshine. | 
Amelia too was pleased, but behaved more) 
rational. | 

The ceremony was soon performed, that! 
bound two kindred hearts, forever to each, 
other; and we will now leave Charles and! 
Emily preparing for a visit to their far-distant| 
friends, to whom they had written, and who 
were Welling to receive them with the great- 
est impatience. Clarissa, 


! 
FROM A LATE NUMBER OF THE LONDON MAGAZINEs. 
Quptials at Sark. 
(Concluded.) 

The Englishmen bowed slightly to their vie- 
tor, and supporting the insensible form of Dud- 
ley in their arms, departed from the chapel. 

“See them fairly out of the harbour, good 
Eustace,” said Amiot; “ and should they! 
evince any disposition to linger near the isl-| 
and, point the guns of the fortress at them. | 
And now, madam,” he added, turning to An- 
nette, who, pale and trembling, leaned her 
head against a pillar, while the tears streamed 
down her cheeks, and fell upou her heaving 
bosom, ** now is Clement Amiot once more at 
your feet to prefer his suit. No longer your 
father’s humble protege, but a soldier, and not 
one of the least renowned of King Henry of 
France ; he is still your passionate admirer, and 
offers his hand and heart for your acceptance.” 








it may be, with a deadly fervour. You are in 
my power. For you have | resigned an hon- 
ourable and lucrative command in order to lead 
the attack on this barren rock, hearing that 
this day you were to wed yon wittol English- 
mun. ‘Torture, imprisonment, death—auall 
these itis in my power to inflict on you—and, by 
heaven ! - 

* Away, ingrate and blasphemer!”’ suid 
Annetie, **call not heaven to bear witness to 
your atrociousintentions. ‘Torture, imprison- 
ment, death; all, all will Annette Dalbret 
suffer, ere Clement Amiot shall call her wife.”’ 

* Bethink yourself, Annette,” said Amiot in 
a low and calm, but firm and decided tone. 

“| have bethought me,” she exclaimed. 
“ Traitor and parricide, who, while yet the ash- 
es of my father and your benefactor are scarce 
cold, offerest insult and violence to his.daugh- 
ter, how can |i think of you but with hatred 
and scorn?” 

‘Fhe shadow of his demon spirit mounted to 
Amiovs face as he unsheathed his sword and 
rushed upon Annette. One of his own com- 
rades, however, came between them, and 
turned aside bis weapon. 

* Gallant captain,” he said, “are there not 
stout Enylish hearts enough on whichto exer- 
cise your sword ¢ or, tell me, are you mad?” 

“It may be, it may be!’’ said Amiot, as he 
smote his forehead with his hand, and quietly 
suffered«the interference of his comrade. 
“ Eustace, I have loved her with a constancy and 
truth which she has only requited with contume- 
lyand scorn. She was the morning star of my 
life ; the being on whom my youth was spent in 
fond and passionate gazing. I could not touch 
the lute or the harp to please her ear; | could 
not weave a garland of wild flowers for her 
brow ; I could not tread a light lavolta to charm 
her eye ; but IL could hunt the wild wolf to his 
lair, and lay his yet warm panting heart at her 
feet.. 1 could and did rush into the wave, and 
snatch her fragile form from what seemed an 
inevitable death. I would have devoted alt 
that 1 possessed, health, and youth, and life 
itself, to win a smile from her; and she spurn- 
ed me, she hated me, she despised me |” 

Beating his forehead with his clenched hand, 
and pacing hurriedly backwards and forwards, 
while the big drops poured down his temples) 
he. uttered these incoherent words. ‘The hor~ 
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ror and dismay which his attempted violence! however, on'y grew stronger and prouder from 
had at firstexcited inthe bosoms of ail present,! the efforts that were made to subdue it, and 
now gave way toa general feeling of sympathy, the replics which she sent to several notes 
in which even Annette appeared to participate. addressed to her by ber persecutor, breathed 
*“ Clement,” she said, * I ever knew you to only the most unconquerable firmness and 
be bold and daring asa lion, and L had hoped as determination. 
generousand noble-hearted too. He, itissaid, The memory of my father—my_ plighted 
will not prey upon a defenceless maiden, but troth to my afflanced lridegroom—my scorn 
willexert his resistless strength in herdefence.” for the base and malignant spirit which wars 
“Sweet Anneite,” said Amiot in a beseech-; upon a fatherless and unprotected female—and 
ing tone, and apparently somewhat soothed by my determination to endure captivity and 
the mildness and gentleness with which she death rather than cease to cherish that memo- 
spake, “say but the word, bid yon reverend ry, than breok that troth, than mitigate that 
man unite us in those holy bonds—” scorn, renders the further addresses of Clement 
“Never!” interrupted Annette. “My Amuot needless.” 


heart is Rebert Dudley’s, and with him only Such were the brief but emphatic terms of 


shall these hands be united in those holy bonds.’ the last answer she condescended to return to 
* Your bolts, your bolts, good heavens!” Amict’sictters, The leader’s resentment was 
exclaimed Amiot, tearing his hair, and pacing exasperated to a degtee that bordered upon 
about the litue chapel with frantic gestures; madness. He swore by all the saints to have 
why fall they not on my head, or hers,or both? her hand or her heart’s biood, and sent a pe- 
Away with her, away with her! I dare not remptory message to her, bidding her mect 
trust my heart or my hand in her presence. him in the chapel «f the fortress on the ensue 
The love which lives in the one prompts the ing dey, at the hour of noon, when the priest 
violence of the other. Annette, if you will net would be ready to unike ber to him in the boly 
be my bride, you must, for the present, be my bonds of matrimony. 
prisoner. ‘Time, and solitude, and considers- | “The chapel ofthe fortress of Sark, therefore, 
tion, may sway you from your cruel determin- on the following day, presented a scene very 
ation : your captivity shall bea gentle one, and similar to that which we have already described. 
happier, far happier, than the freedom of The same bride, the same priest and, for the 
him who dooms you to it.” |most part, the same spectators, were there ; 
“But less, far less happy,” said Annette,! but the men who composed the garrison, and 


“than that grave in which my f.ther sleeps. who were also present, wore the uniform of 


Thanks, thanks, ye pitying heavens !” she! the French instead of the English monarch ; 


added, falling on her knees, “that he has not, and in the countenance of the bridegroom. 


lived to see this day.” instead of the frank, open, joyous features of 
“ Name not your father, girl!” said Amiot, Sir Robert Dudley, were traced the fierce 
sternly. ‘gloomy glance, the lowering brow, the quiver- 


“Does his name appal you?” exclaimed ing lip, and the pallid complexion, which 
Annette. ‘ Well it may! Ha! now do I) denoted the mingled anxiety, malignity, fear, 
remember that, when last he parted from me. and conscious guilt, by which the bosom of 
he said that his coffin might prove more ser-| Clement Amiot was agitated. Annette stood 
viceable to his daughter than his life. Surely | at the rizht hand of the priest as on the former 
he meant that his memory, when dead, would occasion, but, instead of having her features 
be more revered by thee than his presence closely shrouded as they were then, she had 
while living. Then,by my dead father’s ashes, | thrown back her veil and exhibited tothe gaze 
Clement Amiot, I do conjure thee, spare his of the assembled multitude a face, pale indeed, 
daughter. Suffer me to depart and join my and sorrowful, but still surpassing!y beautiful, 
oMfisnced husband; and in requital of your, and her features wore an expression of insul(- 
kindness, possess yourself, ifyou will. of what-'ed dignity and unshaken resolution. Amiot 
soever in this island poor Annette Dalbret can/ held out his hand towards her, in hopes that 
call her own,”’ | she would take it into her own; but she stood 

* Thyself! Annette, is all that | would pos- silent and immovable as a statue? and as often 
sess,” said Atniot. ‘ Take her away from me did his unclasped hand seek his sword, which 
let not my eyes at present any longer en- he balfdrew from its scabbard, while he gnash- 
counter hers. See that she be committed ed his teeth, stamped violently on the ground, 
into safe, but kind and gentle keeping.” |and darted on Annette a glance of fire. 

Slut up in alonely chamber in the fortress} ‘’Tis strange, reverend father,’ said Ami- 
of Sark, Annette spent a weck in utter solitude, | ot, addressing the trembling priest, “ that a 
which was unbroken, except by the occasional! maiden on whom I wish to bestow the highest 
presence of a French soldier, who placed her; mark of favour and esteem that is in my pow- 
meals before her. Amiot hoped thus to tame/er to confer, should thus contumaciously re- 
down her obdurate spirit, and that the prospect| sist my kind intentions in her favour. The 
of a restoration to liberty and society would! heart of Clement Amiot, however, can nurse 


induce ber to fayour his addresses. Her spirit} resentment as well as affection, and within one 
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half hour, unless Annette Dalbret consents to| “ My gariison consists but of twenty men, 
become his bride, she shall taste the bitterness: Eustace, of whom four must proceed to the 
of the vengeance which she has provoked. vessel to secure the treasure: and twenty 
liere.” be added. fixing the point of his sword Englishmen are to land. Nevertheless, me- 
on the ground, and resting on its bilt, * wiil IT thinks that four well-urmed Frenchmen will 
for that period await her determination.” be a match for twenty men who will have 
A solemn silence succeeded this address. nothing but their clenched hands to oppose to 
The spectators guzcd anxiously, sometimes on sabres and pistols. Let them fand, Mustace, 
the features of Amiot, and sometimes on those and do you with three comrades proceed to 
of Annette, but in neither could they thevesscl. Be sure, however, that the rogues 
discover any relox ition of the uny iciding deter- have not so much as a knife about them, and 
mils ion which was expressed in both. An- that the goods are of the full value which they 
netie’s bosom heaved, it is true, more and more assign to them. We will bold the mourners 
as the minutes wore away, but she betrayed as bostages until your safe retain.” 
not the Stightest indication of an intention to) Eustace, with three other soldiers, having 
yicid to the wishes of ber persecutor. Before left the chapel, Amiot flashes another of those 
however, the time limited by Amiot had half) glances, which sometimes lighted uphis stern 
expired, a soldier approached bim, and inform- repulsive features to an almost demoniacil 
ed him thei there was a Flemish vessel in the expression, upon Annette, 
harbour, from which some of the passengers! Prepare,” he said, ‘to share your father’s 


craved pernsisston to land on the island. ‘coffin, unless, after the solemmnizastion of these 
* Who avd whatare they, fellow ; and where- funeral rites, you join your hand with mine.” 
fore would they land ??? asked Amiot angrily. | “Lam prepared,” she said, lifting up her 


* They are E.nglishmen, sir,” answeredthe cyes to heaven. “ Holy Virgin, pray forme! 


soldier, “who bing the dead body of Sieur, My father predicted, that by his coffin I should 
Dalbret from Calais, whose last wish was, that be released from my sorrows. H: meantthat 
his bones might be interred by those of his they and I should aitke be consigned in 1 to 
wife in the chapel of the fortress of Sark.” repose.” 

* Away, sir! suid Amiot, * it cannot be.| As she thus sp-ke, the mourners entered 
No Engitish soldier can land here while Lam the sacred edifice. Four of them bore the 
covernor of the island.” ‘ecffin of the old mnan upon their shoulders, and 

© My father’s coflin 1 exclaimed Annette. the others followed it. They wore Jong black 
‘And would you, ingrate, spurn his bones cloxks, which instantly attracted the jealous 
fiom his native shore, in which they only gaze of Clement Amiot, 
crave a place of sepulture £”? | Search them once more!” he exclaimed 

* They have agreed,” saidthe soldier, “that “ My knaves, perchance, have been negligent 
before they are permitted to land with the in the execution of their duty. Those cloaks 
collin, they will submit to the strictest search, may hide something more than the forins of 
for the purpose of ascertaining that no weap- these lachrymose mourners beneath them.’ 
ons are concealed upon their persons. ‘Taey) A very strict search was then immediately 
have promised a present of one hundred marks made upon the persons of the Englishmen. but 
in money, and of zoods now in their ship to not even a knife could be found upon them. 
the value of two hundred marks more, iftheir) ™ Allis sofe,’’ said Amiot; * they may pro- 
friend may be busied in the spot in which,'ceed; but stand, soldicrs of King Heniy, to 
with his dying breath, he requested that he your arms.” 
might be laid, and if twenty of bis ancient) The Englishmen then descended with their 
comrades might follow his semains to the mournful burthen to the vault which held the 
grave,” ‘ashes of a long line of ancestors of the Dalbret 

“Grant them their request, Amiot,” said family. Annette would have joined them, but 
Anneite, “so may you in some slight degree Amiot, ina stern, harsh tone, commanded her 
cxpiate your offences to heaven and me.” ‘to remuin by his side. She sunk, however, on 

Amiot’s heart, although principally occupied her knees, joined her hands in the attitude of 
by ambition and love—if the furious passion! prayer, and mentally supplicated heaven for 
which he entertained for Annette deserved the repose of her father’s suul. 
that name—had still room in it for avarice | “ Have they dispatched their work so quick- 
The stern rigidity ofhis features relaxed when ly 2” suid Amiot, as, afier an unusually siore 
mention was made of the three bundred marks. interval, he heard the mourners re-ascendiny 

“One hundred marks in money, say you, | the steps which led them into the body of the 
Leustace !”” ichapel. “ Well, well, soldiers, make brief 

‘“ Even so, sir,” answered the soldier, pro-| work of these meusamerias. Ha! by St. Den- 
ducing a bag, “which I am authorized to| nis,” he added, * betrayed! betrayed 1” 
place in your hands; and farther, to conduct! These last words were uttercd, as, hiving 
so many persons as you shall appoint to the!divested themselves of their cloaks, with pis- 
vessel, for the purpose of taking possession of |tols stuck in their belts, and drawn swords in 
the goods.” {their hands, the twenty Englishmen showed 
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themselves at the entrance of the vault, and| greater part of their lives. Things of no mo- 
rushed upon Amiot. ment in his view, are matters of deliberate, 
The Frenchman stood upon his guard man- grave inquiry with them, They have a set- 
fully, cut a passage through his assailants, and, tled way of doing every thing and saying every 
made his way to the other end of the chapel, | thing, If they bow, it is the bow of a la some- 
where bis own comrades had stood panic-| ody or other; if they smile, it is the smile of 
struck for a moment, but immediately after-| my lord or my lady so-and-so, (borrowed fiom 
wards joined him in endeavouring to beat back | the stage, perhaps :) and so, too, if they shrug 
their enemies. Although the Englishmen! their shoulders, or lounge about, or toss their 
mustered only four more than their opponents, | pretty heads, or give you a finger to shake, it 
yet that was a fearful disproportion where the! ts all done after the fashion of the week—a 
numbers on both sides were so small, added to’ month earlier or a month later, and that very 
the sudden and unexpected nature of their fashion would be laughed at as vulgar in 
attack, which gave them an overwhelming go0d society. If they visit, they visit by proxy 
advantage. Two Frenchmen were struck to; —sending their card by a carriage ora foot- 
the ground almost at the moment that the, man, who, instead of leaving it at the door as 
mttack commenced. Amiot, however, con-| the fashion used to be, when a show of propii- 
trived to rally his little party, and stood boldly; ety prevailed, meets his fellow-footman at a 
on the defensive, untila thrust from the sword) general receiving house, and interchanges 
of the leader pierced him to the heart, and he cards with them all round. Ifthey inquire 
fell lifeless to the ground. ‘after a dear friend’s health, who has had a nar- 
“ Quarter! quarter !’? cried the surviving | row escape, or returned from a long journey, 
Frenchman, throwing down their arms, they always do it in the established phraseolo- 
* Soldiers of England, the citadel is yours.” | gy of a visiting card—saying neither more nor 
“ Anda richer prize,” said the English lead- less, whatever may be the nature of the case ; 
er, walking up to Annette, who had already and their very congratulations for mariage, and 
recognized in her preserver the features of their condolence for death, are laid in by the 
Sir Robert Dudley—* a richer prize than the packs ready printed in the longuage of a 
citadel is mine—the hand and heart cf Annette court-circular—the latter provided with a jet 
Dalbret.” | border, to prevent mistakes, and put aside tor 
Annette, overwhelmed with sut prise and the day of calamity. 





yy, leaned her face upon her lover’s bosom, | 


They are indeed a people of strangers: they 


while tears, but not of bitterness, coursed: are always on guard: always prepared, they 


each other down her cheek, and her beating 
heart throbbed audibly. 

* Your father’s coffin has saved you, Annette,” 
said Dudley: “it contained not the lifeless re- 
lics of the brave old soldier, but these good 
swords which have rescued you from the power 
thetvrant, Wilt thou be mine,sweet Annette ?”” 

* Thine—thine for ever!’ she exclaimed, 
grasping his hand. 

The lovers approached the altar, the priest 


have no opportanity for mutual surprise. They 


never allow you to call upon a woman there, 


as we do here, wfier a single day’s acquaint- 
ance ; they have no droppings-in there, to say 
how d’ye do, or to swallow a cup of tea—that 
cordial of the heart which in this country wiil 
do more in fifieen minutes towards making 
people acquainted as they wish to be, than all 
ithe grape juice that ever flowed there in a 
twelye-month. But they have no tea-tables 





pronounced the marriage rites, and the nup- there—no such tea-tables at any rate, as we 

tials at Sark, after having been subjected to so have here; if they take tea at all, it is imme- 

fearful an interruption es that which has been, liately afier dinner, and pretty much as they 

nurrated in these columns, were at length | take wine, or as the daughters of l’rance take 

happily solemnized. jaoyenu ; and thercfure it is that they are what 
they are—a people of strangers. 





| 
| 
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** He travels and expatiates as the bee * Vani 
** From flower to flower, so he from land to Jand.” ariety we still pursue, 


Pe chanekl xs it st, *¢ In pleasure seek for something new.” 
Che Tomen of Cugland. 


In good society, the men and women always 
mecet logether as comparative strangers, how. | ‘¢ The wind passeth over it and it is gone.” 
ever long and however intimately acquainted| How often do we see men eager in the pur- 
they may be with each other. So muchcere-| suit of partners for life, inquire for beautiful 
mony, so much etiquette, so many idle notions; women, and yet how brief is the existence of 
are forever in the way, that a plain sensible|the flower they seek, and how unproductive of 
man gets wearied to death, or discouraged in| happiness its possession. We know full the 
the very outset of his acquaintance with fash-| fascination that sleeps beneath the snow white 
ionable life. One half appear to be at college, | lids of a beautiful eye—in the haughty curl of 
and the other at a boarding schoel, fur the) an exquisite lip—in a gush of a rose that leaps 





FROM THE PHILADELPHIA ALBUM, 


Beauty. 
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into the budding cheek—in the fine turn of a 
swan like neck, the gentle motions of a sym- 
metrical form, or in the shadowy redundance 
of dark and beautifully flowing tresses. The 
hearts of the young and passionate leap gladly, 
and are filled with wild impulses, whilst gazing 
upon these things, but when the soul is scru- 
tinized, and found unblest by elevated thoughts 
and generous imaginings—when the intellect 
is unexpanded, and the imagination cold, the 
slumber of forgetfulness will soon fall upon the 
dream of beauty, and the flame of affection be 
quenched in apathy or disgust. With men of 
genius, strong feelings, and powerful passions 
ure ever associated, and if beauty is unmingled 
with the qualities of wild thought and intense 
afection—if delicacy and virtue are not admi- 
rably blended with mental attractions, the light 


of love will soon be extinguished, and the bo-' 


som be chilled by apathy and contempt. Men 


of imellect, may be won to a momentary hom- 


age of a beautiful woman, dispossessed of other 
fascinations, even as a village urchin will chase 
the gilded wing ofa butterfly, but in both cases 
the external splendour palls upon the senses, 
and something of an innate character is sought 
furto sustain the regard which beauty excited. 
Nothing is so flattering to the feelings of man, 
as the exhaustless and quenchless regard ofa 
proud and sensible femule, and no incense so 
rich can be offered upon the shrine ofa woman’s 


5 


with ahuxter half an hour for half a cent, 
and yet squander away thousands of dollars ip 
vain parade.—Such men, and women too, 
are truly “fenny wise and fiound foolish.” 
Eee _____ — = ee ) 
ECHA2L ZEPOSLTORLY 
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—— 











Our next number will be accompanied with an en- 
graving representing the Natural Bridge of Virginia, 
which is considered to be one of the most subiime 
works of nature. 








Tecumseh.—This is the title of a novel now in the 
press, at Cincinatti, Ohio; Mrs. Dumont, the editor of 
|a literary paper in that city, is the author. To this 
| lady, the public is indebted for severd) charming little 

tales; those that have come under our observation are, 
The Covenant of Hearts,” ‘Theodore Harland,” 
jand, ** The Soldier’s Son;” the two latter, our readers 
, bave probably noticed, one in a late number and the 
|} other in the fourth vol.of the Repository. Mrs. Dumont 
is a chaste and elegant writer, and one whose works, 
junlike some, may be read and re-read without losing 
| their interest ; and fraught as they are with the noblest 
sentiments, inculeating, and affording examples of a 
/pure and high-toned morality, such as will ever flow 
from that religion, which is ** To visit the fatherless and 
widows in their affliction and to keep unspotted from 
the world,” their perusal cannot but be attended wit 
|profit as well as pleasure. May her literary efforts 
; meet with that success which they so richly merit. 





| The Publisher of the Cuarion, a well-conducted 
| little paper published weekly in Bangor, Me. at $1 per 


‘- e ° | " P . 2 
ambition, as the avowed and enthusiastic affec- | annum, offers the following premiums, viz. 


lion of a man of genius.—Beau'y ! thou art 
‘but a vain and unmeaning toy, when contrasted 
with depth of feeling and power of mind, and 
she who would attach to hersclf conse- 


quence, from the little ambition of her person-, 


al beauty, is too imbecile in her aspirations, to 
merit the attention of an elevated thinker. 
PETRARCH. 





Anecdote. —A cunning Lawyer meeting with 
a shrewd old Friend on a white horse ; deter- 
mined to quiz him—* Good morning daddy ! 
Pray what makes your horse look so pale in 
the fuce this morning!”— Ah my dear friend!” 
replied the old man, “If thee had looked 
through a halter as long: thee would look 


pale too!” 





Music and Money.—A_ punster, asked by a 
musician whether he was not a lover of Aar- 
mony, replied, ** yes but | prefer it when it is 
abridged fur then it is money ; and that my 
friend, is the better halfof it. 1 have no objec- 
tions to your notes, but I like those of the 
Bank of England much better; they may make 
good tunes.” © How so? that bank notes are 
good I allow, but pray what tune will they 
make ?”’ “ The best tune in the world, for-tune,” 

There is an old maxim, “ Take care of the 
pence, and the pounds will take care of them- 
selves,” But there are some who save pence 
and throw away pounds, They will higgle 





For the best Original Tale, a splendid edition of 
' Irving’s ** Bracebridge Hall,”’ in two volumes. 
| For the sceond best ditto, the “* Atlantic Souvenir” for 
| 1629, 
| For the best Original Essay, a splendid edition of 
Irving's ** Sketcli Book,” in two volumes, 
| For the second best ditto, ** The Token,” for 1829. 
| For the best Original Poem, an elegant octavo edition 
/of Burns’ Works. 
Communications intended for the above prizes must 
| be forwarded (post-paid) to the Publisher efthe Clarion 
| Mr. Gilman Merrill, before the 1st day of Decembes next. 








The Tris.—We have received the Prospectus for the 
}second volume of this Paper. It is published semi- 
| monthly in Burlington, Vermont, by Mr. Guy C. Worthy 
| and is about to be enlarged and improved. 
| a” Subscriptions will be received at this office. 


MARRIED, 

At Hillsdale, on the 21stult. by the Rev. Mr. Troslel? 
James W. White, formerly of East Hartford, Conn. to 
| Miss Catharine Reed Garner, adopted daughter of 

Thaddeus Reed, Esq. of the former place. 

In Watertown, on Sunday the 19th ult. David Lee 
| Child, Esq. editor of the Massachusetts Journal, to Miss 
| Ly dia Maria Francis, editor of the Juvenile Miscellany 

In Providence, Mr. William A. Brown, publisher of 
ithe ‘Toilet, to Miss Charlotte, daughter of Mr. Charles 
| Nichols, furmerly of Nantucket. 





DIED, 

| In this city, on Saturday the 25th ult. of an injury 
received in a fall from a building, Mr. Charles H. 
Coffin, in the 42d year of his age. 

On Saturday last, Mary Stott, aged 2 years and 9 
months, daughter of Jonathan Stott, Jun. 

At Hillsdale, the 27th ult. Mrs. Prudence Loop, reliet 

jofthe late Capt. Petes Loop, aged 89 years; formerly 
} from Say brook, Ct, 
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- All gracious God! inflame our zea!, 
Dispense one blessing more ; 
Grant us thy bounteous love to feel, 
Thy goodness to adore. 





By Rev. Dr. Furnr. 


In pleasant lands have fall‘n the lines 
That bound our goodly heritage, 





POETRY. 
FOR THE RURAL REPOSITORY. 
STANZAS. 
O, when I was near her, 
And felt ber lov’d breath ; 
And wheo I could hear her 
"| With joy welcome death, 
+ O, then how my bosom 
Was throbbing with wo, 
To think this young blossom 


—— 
rd 


To slumber must go, 

a And I felt as she left me 
ne To soar up on high, 

‘S That if fate had bereft me 

, & Of life, I should die 

if With a beaming of pleasure 


Unknowing a fear, 
To roam without measure 
In heaven with her. 


But this was denied me, 
RP | And often I roam 
we 3 Where tombstones beside me 
Mark her ** jarrow home,” 
Aud while I am weeping 
Above her cold bed, 
\ I would f weve sleeping 
The sleep of the dead. Hlenry. 
a ANNIVERSARY OF THESETTLEMENT - 
it OF SALEM. 
ty The following hymns were sung on the bi-centennial 


if anniversary of the landing of the Pilgrims at Naumkeag, 
¥. eclebrated in Salem, Sept. 18, 1828, with the appropri- 
ate ceremonies. 


By PrestpeEntT ADAMS. 





ia When o'er the billows, heaving deep 
te Che fathers of our race, 
The precepts of their God to keep, 
by Sought here thei: resting place. 
a The gracious God their heart prepared, 
4 4 Preserved from every harm, 
: Aud still for their protection bared 
y His everlasting arin. 
iw His breath inspiring every gale, 


at} Impels them on the main, 
His guardian angels spread their sails, 
Aud tempests how! in vaine 


P sae For them old ocean’s rocks are smooth'd, 
December’s face grows mild, 

To vernal airs her blasts are sooth’d, 

h And all her rage beguil‘d. 


ts When famine rolls her haggard eyes, 
i His ever bounteous hand 
Abuadance from the sea supplies, 

™ And ireasures from the sand, 


Not yet his tender mercies cease, 
His overruling plan 

Inclines to gentleness and peace 
‘The heart of SAVAGE MAN! 


, And can our stony bosoms be 
‘To all these wonders blind? 
Nor swell with thankfulness to Thee, 


= And safe beneath our sheltering vines 


Our youth is blest, and sootid our age. 


What thanks, O God, to Thee are due, 
That Thou didst plant our fathers here, 
And watch and guard them as they grew ; 
A vineyard, to the planter dear. 
From them, a pure and chosen seed, 
Have sprung a people great and free : 
Who ever in their hour of need 
Have found a present belp in Thee. 


With pious steps we love to trace 
And mark the spot, as holy ground, 

Where first a rest and dwelling place 
The weary band of pilgrims found. 





Where we sleep safe, they watch'd with fear ; 
And pin’d in famine where we feast ; 

They heard, where we sweet minstrels hear, 
The savage howl aind prowling beast. 

The toils they bore our ease have wrought 
They sow’d in tears, in joy we reap; 

The birthright they so dearly bought 
We'll guard “ull we with them shall sleep 





! The kindness to our fathers shown, 

In weal and wo through all the past, 
Their grateful sons, O God, shall own, 
While here their name and race shall last. 


| 








ENIGINMIAS. 
*© And justly the wise man thus preached to us all, 
** Despise not the value of things that are small.” 


Answer lo the PUZZLES tn our lasi, 
PuzzL¥ 1.—Morgan. 
Puzz.eE 11.—Martingale, 
NEW PUZZLES. 
I. 
Iam acompound word of ten letters, and my name 


|can be applied to any man or woman in any civilized 
/country :—My Sth, 6th, 9th and 10th are 


an animal; 
my 2d, 4th, 10th and 6th represent something uncommon; 
my 2d, 9th and 5th are a colour; my Ist, 4th and 10th 
form an impediment; my 10th, 7th and Sth are a small 
animal; my Ist, 3d, 6th and Sth are a root; my 5th, 
4th, Sth and 6th are a fruit; my 8th, 6th, 4th and loth 
a token of sorrow. 
Il. 
Why is a short negro like a white man ? 





PRINTING. 
Books, Pamphlets, Checks, Cards, Blanks, Hand- 
bills, &e. &c. neatly and expeditiously executed at this 
office upon reasonable terms. 

ALMANACKS FOR 1829, 
For Sale by the Thousand, Gross, Dozen or Single. 





RURAL REPOSITORY. 


Is printed and published every other Saturday at One 
Dollar perannum, payable in advance, by WILLIAM 
B.STODDARD,at Ashbel Stoddard’s Printing Office 
and Book Store, No. 135, Corner of Warren and 
Third Streets, Hudson—where communications may 
be left, or transmitted through the post office. 

Cj°All Orders and Communications must be post paid 





Ob! Parent of mankind ’ 


to receive attention, 








